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I cannot go from her: may not return.

0 God! what is Thy will upon me ?   Ah!

One path there is, a straight path to the dark.

There, in the ground, I can betray no more,

And there for ever am I pure and cold.

The means I No dagger blow, nor violence shown

Upon my body to distress her eyes.

Under some potion gently will I die;

And they that find me dead shall lay me down

Beautiful as a sleeper at her feet.
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